She rose to her feet with a little sigh
uﬁﬂr.bm " she said,

¢ crossed the room and fetched. His
hat and gloves from a rd. He
glanced . into a_looking. for.a mo-
ment to straighten his and met the
girl's eyes’ fixed “wpon him. - He stood |
quite still, She was looking
wt him, st his as he stood there.
There was expression -in Her face =t

anumonwh:hﬂﬂ:ldm
which be failed altogether to- nnder-
stand. He stood quite still, with his
fihgers still upon the sailor knot of his

ut the door.

“The Grand Hotel,™ he told the oman

He in and sexted himself by her
aide. "Miss Rowan,” be said, "yoo are
begimning to interest me exceedingly.”

“l am sure that you cammot be in
carnest,” she answered, without turning
bher bead. “1 am a most uninteresting
re‘mm,- living & most uninteresting
e

“1 think you said that you were a
typist.,” he remarked.

“l am,” she answered. “I am em-
ploved by Messre Rubicon & Moore,
m St Marv's Passage. [ have been
there for three years”

“With occasional holidays,” be re-
marked, with a smile.

She shook her head, “The only holi-
day | have taken,” she answered, “was
when 1 came to see you™

He deliberately leaned forward lto
look into her face. The memory of
that moment when be had held her in
his arms the breaking of the storm.
the thrill, the wonderful, unanalyzed
excitement which seemed to play about
them like the lightnmg which was soon
1o flash across the sea and land, came
back to him. He looked deliberately
mto her face—still as the grave—at the
large eyes, which ‘'were listlessly fixed
vpon the streaming people.

“You are the mos: amazing person!”
be said softly. “Perhaps, as you were
never at the Hotel Universal, you were
never in Rakney? Perhaps it was not
you who came to me with the storm,
who tapped at my window, who stood
there hke the daughter of the storm
itself, who—"

“It was | who came to Rakney,” she

said. “You know that very well, Mr |

Deane.  Neither have 1 forgotten it
But | think that vou should not remind
me just now of that"”

Of course she was right, but Deane
felt 2 little unhinged. Her invulner-
ability was maddening. “Perhaps not,”
he answered. “Perhaps I have no right
to remind you of that night, of the time
when you crept in from the storm,
crept into my arms”™

She turned her head slightly away, as
though interested in the passing throng.
No flush of color tinged her cheeks.
Her straight, firm lips never trembled.
He tried to take her hand—small it was,
and eocased in old, neatly-mended
gloves. She drew it guietly bot firmly
away. She remained silent.

“Perhaps 1 have no right”™ he con-
tinped, "o remind you of these things,
but neither have you the right to deny
our later meeting.  You are playing
some sort of a3 game with me,” he con-
tinued, a little roughly, “and your meth-
ods, whatever they mav be, inclode a
lie. Therefore, I mvself take license”

“Tf you have quite finished, Mr
Deune.” she samd. 1 should be glad
My visit to you, and all the circum.
stances connected with it, is one of the
thlrllgs. which [ wish to forget"

“To relegate to the same place in|

your memory,” he remarked, “as your
brief essay in the role of a chamber-
maid " .
She leaned out of the window. “Here
we are,” she remarked. “l am anxious
sbout my brother. Please hurry”

CHAPTER IIL
A Painful Interview.

OWAN sat still in his comer, and
although the hotel could not be
called fashionable—perhaps, in
these later days, scarcely luxuriouns—
the little ebb and flow of life upon
which he looked seemed tinged with a
peculiar bitterness.  His  hollow eyes
followed each group of these men and
women, so full of vivacity, of happiness,
of affairs. The envy in his heari was
like 2 real and passionate thing. It was
an envy scarcely founded upon com-
parisons. For them was life—for him
was none! In front of him always was
that ghastly, unchanging verdict: a
month—two at the most—thirty days of
ill-health, of suffering, of weakness, and
after that—what? He a:;ght his
breath with a little shudder, calling
& passing waiter, ordered some brandy.
He lJooked around and longed to find
someone to speak to, someone to Ocou-
py his attention for a single moment, to
stop the flow of gruesome fancies which
seemed dwag: biting their way mto his
brain. He had faced death readily

in_those old dais, when Deane

bullets had whizzed around them like
rzin, and the dead men lay in

But this was different! The blood ran
warm m their veins then, their hearts

o

She i at)
Rowan, and he feit the smmh'uk

his t was too
awiful, this! He was rising to his feet
eyen as his entered
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“it's my first da

was not your fauit” Deane an-
swered “Good day, Miss Rowan!™
hSh;Ioohdosalhimiareamm.:;:
she did not offer to take his qutstret . : 5o T
ed hand. He smiled, and withdrew it greorcoy, “ith 3 ol i o Pyl
“Cood day, Hr'_ Deane!™ she said.
The door closed behind him. Row-

an was watching
“Winifred,” bt said, “what is the

especially when the
j a few wdrds with

“1 only wish there
could do.” he said.

“There is nothing.” answered Rowan.

The girl torned away.
want me, Basil” she said softly, "I
shall be in the pext room™

“You might brandy
brought up,” he said. “T must talk for
a2 few minutes, and' T am not feeling

ve ot
‘I:f will ring the bell in the other
room,” she said, “and

Deane. It is
was something [
member your speaking of it.”

“We have reason :?o. believe,” he con-
tinued, gasping a little—"reason to be-
lieve that it has been stolen. Mr, Deane
wants to know whether at any time you
have mentioned its existence to any-

She looked at Deane and back at her
“No!* lhennii

to no one.

“You see,” her brother continued, “it's
No one but I knew of that
Deane here told me, and 1 told
no one except you. And yet we have
evidence, we know
stolen from Sinclair's room since his
death. That is why we want you to
be quite sure that you did not mention
its existence to anyope”

_“No mention of it has crossed my
lips,” she answered. *“T have no Iriends,
ts. 1 have spoken to no one
in the world,” she
be more improbable

matter |

himself watching her slow, even prog-
ress, turned once more to the man who
sat by his side

“I never thought I'd see you again,”
Rowan commenced. :
made friends with Sinclair
all right—he was glad enon
anyone to drink with—and
n to tell me about his claim to
the Little Anna Mine"

“Did he believe in it? asked Deane

“Absolutely,” Rowan answered
am quite sure of
believed that directly he put it into the
hands of any solicitor. you would have
to come to him and buy, even though
it cost you half your fortune. He was
waiting those Tew days to see if vou

“Tell me how it hap-

“It was like this,” Rowan continued,
speaking hoarsely, and with difficalty,
“that mght he wasn't quite so drunk
1 pressed him a little too closely about
his claim,” and where he kept the paper.
He was suddenly suspicious and quar-
He tried to turn me out, and
when I wanted to soothe him down, he
He was a strong man and

I think that he meant to

1 remember I was half on
My forchead was bleeding
already, and he was coming toward me,
shrieking with rage ° i
he alled out. Then I
struck, hoping onlv to stun him, and,
as you know, the blow killed him.
forgot for a moment about the paper.
t only about maki
had bad inck, and | did not
1 am afrard it was a bung-
ling sort of job, Deane”

“I am very sorry indeed,” Deane said,
“that | ever suggested it to you™

“It wasn't your fault”
of this sort would
hadn't come for
1 meant to rob him if I could—I"ll
admit that—but no more,
was useless for me to try and open
' He was too confident al-
He spoke of 2 million pounds
Tell me,” he went on,
“how do things stand now?
possession of the

Deane hesitated for 2 moment.

“He can afford it." Rowan declared
_is very rich. A thousand pounds
to him is like sixpence to ud™

“It doesn't alter facts,” she rejoined
“l do not like Mr. Deane, Basil
through him that this trouble has come
You have taken enough of his

“And when 1T am gone?” he asked.
“What about you then?”
"lineh[ ever failed to mjne! my”m;:
way?" she asked gquietly. “I sha
He absolutely continued, “woul 'l.s ’
than that | should have done so.”
He tummed to Deane, who stood by
with impassive face

surc about - Winifred

He commenced to cough, and very
soon further speech was impossible He
was painfully exhausted
his side until he went off to sleep.
his hopeless state there could no

He was wasted almost
Even in sleep his breath
came heavily, and a fever seemed n
She stole softly from his side,
minutes at the
Below, the pulse

“You hear? he

She doesn't go
She's no gossip, are you,

“I hope not,” she answered ~
“l have no reason, I

Deune nodded.
pened.” be said.

am sore,” Deane | h
v, “to doubt Miss Rowan's
d window, looking out,
of the great world was beating with
the same maddening regularity,
stream of wayfarers swept on, the roar
of traffic was as inevitable as the waves
She stood by the window
clenched hands
her, his loud hreathin
out the time toward
Deane himself was one of those way-
farers, hut at least his thoughts, as he
being whirled eastward
brougham, were fixed u raged
which he had left behind him. He knew
very well that it was not 2 question of
months but of days with Basil Rowan
Was it only for that that the gir] was
whole attitude toward

She raised her eves for a moment,
The faint satire in his
tone was intentionally provocative, bui
it failed to move her,
him was entirely impersonal

Her regard of

seemed to beat

there is nothing further to be done.
the paper does turn up,”
shall know how 1o deal with its holder,
In the meantime, about yourseli.”
Rowan laughed a litle hysterically.
“About myself,” he repeated )
a fruitful subject, isn’t it?”
“Doctors make mistakes sometimes,”
“Let us hope that they

GUESTS TO FLY TO WEDDING.

have happened i

Rowan's face fell. He seemed disap-
| “I bad an idea,” he said slow-
Iy, “that you might have made some
a{ra‘npl o recover it
left in the room at the hotel for some
It was easily done”

“1 did make an attempt,” Deane said
“I have searched the room for
that paper, but failed to find it"

“You yourself?” Rowan asked eager-

Everything was

“Yes! I heard that there was a claim.
ant coming for Sinclair's effects, and
that they were going to be removed to
I took a room at the

Scotland Yard.
hotel, and I got hold of a key.
through everything the man had."

“It was in the breast pocket of his
gray coat, underneath the lining,” Row-

“T found the place.” Deane answered,
“but it was empty."

forchead. His breathing was becoming
Already the excitement was
“But it was there on

affecting him.
that night!” he exclaimed.
off his coat a few minutes before, and
I saw him feel it in the lining.”

Al 1 can tell you," Deane answered,
“1= that the lining of the gray coat was
torn, as though something had been ab-
stracted. The paper was not there It
was not anywhere in the moom.
a risk,” he continued, after 2 moment’s
pause, “which I dare not think of, even
now, but it was in vain. Someone had
been before mef

y side, and the | asked

_Rowan shook his head "Only to my
sister,” he._nnd. “and she is as silent as

head resting in her hands. She

There was one other occupant of the

room, and, cunously enoagh, his atti-
tude uﬂaared to be a somewhat similar
one e

le was a short, thick-set
man, with brown mustache, ily

linen to further
disfigure an appearance at no time par- |

i ticularly prepossessing. He was stand-
|ing with his legs a hittle apart, looking

‘rout into the hummpuriuqdontmt HI::I
e s were thrust deep wn jnto thel
You were scarcely civil 10| s of his trousers. He had all the

“Oh! I think 1 was” she answered
“In any case, we don't want to take
alms from him, do we?”

“It isn't exactly =that”

appearance of a man who finds the bur-
den of life an unwelcome thing. Pres-
Icutlg he began to whistle, not cheerful-
)"‘

import. The girl upon the couch seem-

last stage of dejection, and the sound
grew maddening.

“Oh, don't do that, please! she ex-
claimed at last

He turned around in amazement, for
the first time realizing that he was not
alone. "1 beg your pardon.” he sad.

The girl remembered that he was a
stranger fo her, but after all, what did
it matter? “I asked you to stop whist.
ling.” she said.

He answered “Certainly ™ and con-
tinved to look at her. She returned his
gare with a disapprobation which she
scarcely attempted to conceal.

“Sort of babit I get into,” he ex-

plained, “when I'm in the d .
i m:" she

“Does it do you any good?
asked. “If so, I'll learn how to whis-
tle myself”

“Meaning,” he hemarked, “that we
ire compamions in—dumpiness ™

She shrugged her shoulders, but did
not trouble to reply

“I wish to God," he exclaimed, “1'd
never left Cape Town!"

Then for the first time she looked at
him with a gleam of interest, and asked,
"Do you come from South Africa?”

He nodded. “I did, and | only wish
1 were back there. [ could always keep
my head above water there, but Lon-
don is a rotten hole. 1 suppose it's be-
cause | don't know the runs,” he added
meditatively. “Anyhow, it's broke me.”

She continued the conversation with-
out feeling the slightest interest im it,
but simply because it was an escape—
a temporary escape—firom her thoughts,
“What did you come over for? ghe
asked.

“A fool's errand!” he answered. T
lent a man some money—a sort of spec-
ulation it was—and | came over to see
bow he was getting on.™

“And | suppose he'd lost it," she re.
marked

“He's lost himsell,”™ answered the
man, “which is about as bad. [ wish

another.”

“People are not casy to find unless you
know all alout them.”

“This man left South Africa only a
month or 0 ago. He gave me an ad-

'dress here where he sasd 1 should al-

wavs hear of him.  I've been there
nearly every day. He turned up there
all right regularly after he first landed.
He hasn't heen there at all for two
months, and they haven't the least idea
where he "

“You don’t even know,” she asked,
“whether the speculation is successful
or not "

He shook his head gloomily. *Tt
don’t make much odds, so far as I can
see,” he said  "If it came off, he's
bolted with the profits. If it didn't,
he's hiding for fear | shall want my
money back again. It's a rotten sort
of show, anyway.”

“What was his name?" she asked
idly.

“His real name,” the man answered,
“was the same as your own—that is,”
he added, “I think | heard old Mrs
Towsley call you Miss Sinclair, didn't
l}"‘

She looked at him steadily for sev-
eral moments without speaking. He
was mot a person of quek apprehen-
sions, but even he could not fail to see

an almost passiontate fire. The change
in her features was illuminating. She
was no longer a tired, depressed-look-
ing young woman of Iii—ltmgﬂ'ﬂ! ap-
pearance. Her good looks had reas-
serted themselves. Life seemed 1o have
been breathed into her pulses.

“His real name was Sinclair,” she

ted softly. “He came from South

Africa. Tell me some more ahout
him ¥

“Why?" he asked blumly.

“Because,” she told him, “my name
is Ruby Sinelair, and 1 am here on
very much the same errand as you, on_JJ{
wiz this difference,” she —
know where my uncle is. [ know
what has become of him. There are
other things for which I seelk™

He came over from the window, and
stood on the hearthrug by her side
Some part of her excitement had be-
come communicated to him.  “I say,”
he exclaimed, “this i a rum go, and no
mistake! 1f it's the same man, we

be able to help one another. It's

ﬁl.rd Sinclair I am looking for,
called over there Bully Sinclair. He
was a man about fifty vears old, been
in South Africa for the last

years, 3 mine prospector and
adventarer. He}:ihuhuh’mha
good many pies, had Richard.
“Wmhtwbeminwm?

hesitated. "1 doa't
hnt‘:&g:'?uy'hmhwq‘
s, he mid, “only remember its in-
mhhm' inrinhmum.l’nph
you
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of a hard horschair sofa, her

THE- girl was sitting in the middle
elbows upon her knees, her!

E

across the dreary apartment and out of

the ill-cleaded windows, with dull, de-
spairing eyes. ‘This, then, was to be
the end of her dreams. She mumt go
back to the life which she foit to be in- ) eriy,
| tolerable, or she must throw herself

ig

to, this side, and 10 start thi

was shout all 1 was worth in
the world, 1 let him have it Over he
comes. | got a letter from lim to say
he'd landed, and never another line
cabl Over 1 came my-
self, for be'd scarcely left Capt Town
before a little affair that | was mixed
!ﬂum wrong, and I lost
I every penny I'd got left.” So over here
I come, and ['ve been here a fortmight,
and I tell you Sinclair seems to have
| vanished from the face of the “earth.
The worst of it is” he continued, “I'm
I've got to leave this
lace to.day becanse T can't pay my
ill, and I've no 1dea where to raise a

The girl’s sense of humor triomphed
a second mver t
“There are your diaimonds”™ she re-
“I heard you talking about
them at dinner the other night. One
of tll:dm'r you smid was worth a hundred

ut some doleful air of sentimental |

ed irritated. She herself was in the

Bectly be-smrivid o Haglan He
fy he- in He
told me that he had been in
of a
would be sending for me m a very
short time to live with him, and that
as he had no other relative, I should
be rich all my days. I replied, of
course, asking whether | could not
come at once He wrote me again to
tell me to wait for a day or two, until
his affairs were gettled. Then 1 heard
nomor®. | waited. | wroe again. I
waited. and wrote i There was
mrepl‘idl found a rd that my
letters mever even been called for

at the address where he told me to
writc. Then one day a stranger who
was staying at Rakoey told my unde
there to look at the papers. 'We found
the story of his murder. He had been
dead some time™

“"Rowan was tried, 1 suppose?” the
man asked, “Did he say t his mo-
tive was? Has he been ha  od

“He insisted upon it that it was a
quarrel” the girl said. “1 do not be-
lieve him. He was found guilty and
reprieved. I saw in the re Jast
might that he had been released. 1 be-
}icvr“ that ke has only a few days to
ive

“And you® the young man asked.

“I came up,” the girl said slowly, “to
take possession of my uncle's effects”

“Have vou got t ™ he asked
breathlessly

“Yes!” the girl answered .

“There were papers”™ he demanded

“Some,” she answered, “but none of
any importance.”

¢ looked at her suspiciously. She

shrugged her shoulders. “Look here,”
she said, “1 am telling you the truth
Look at me, look at my gloves—mend-
ed half a dozen times. Look at 'my
clothes, just hanging on my back and

“A blufi,” he answered readily, “They
are false, every one of them
like that to get old mother Towsley to
let my account go on a bit, but she
wasa't having any
told you my story
are so keen on knowing about it

“Yeu" sRhcbuir!, “I will tell you.
name is Ruby Sinclair, and gy _, -
niece of the man whom you have come |ment. “Listen.” he said, "among these
to England to find”

He made wse of an oath for which
he forgot even
know where he

remember it was a fair bar-
Information for information !”

“He 15 dead!”
 The young man staggered back. His
first emotion of shocked surprise lasted
only a few seconds.
pointment took its place.

What he left belongs to
It's got 1o be made up
wow you his note for 1™

“You had better wait.” she answered
coldly, “until I have 1wold you every-
suppose voy don't read the

Anger and disa

|

are they to me?™

“They might have been of some use
on the present occasion,” she answered
“They might at any rate have saved you
from wasting a good deal of time. My
uncle was murdered in the Hotel Um-
versal by 3 man named Rowan"

The young man swore again—fluent.
Iy, volubly—swaore until he had come to
the end of a varied and extensive vo.
When he had finished, there
was an cxcited flush in his cheeks and
t hight in his eves

Was one of us out there “'hfﬂ wWe were
prospecting up the Newey Valley., Look
here.” he continued,
got to have this out
Well, 'm the man that may
able to throw some hght upon that
What's happened to Rowan?
anyvthing to sav?®"

“I will tell you all that T know,” the

I could lay my hands upon him. 1'd|

: “vou and | have
get a bit of my awn back, one way orf ;

Murdered, was

“London is a big place,” she returned. |

no mare. [f there had been a single
thing amongst my uncle’s papers .om
which | could have raised even a five-

I pound note, do you think that 1 shn?lld

be sitting here like this, w
which might he the quickest way out
of the world?”

The young man moistened his lips,
He was.obviousiy in a state of excite-

papers was there a sort of deed on yel-
low parchment paper, roughly writ-
ten, with a government stamp in the
left-hand comner,” a paper which e
of a gold mine called the Little :
Gold Mine ™

She shook her head decidedly. “There

t was nothing of the sort™

Then the young man swore again,
and this time he seemed 1o surpass
himself. “Your uncle was robbed!™ he
exclaimed—"robbed of that paper! [
tell vou™ he added, “he was murdered
for it, and for no other reason!™

“How do you know?" the girl eried

“"Why, it's as simple as A B C,” he
explained. “He had the paper in his

| possession when he came to England
| The mine has been claimed by a great

syndicate who are working it now, He
came to see them, to make terms The
next thing we hear s that he is mur-
dered and the paper is gone Thes
thought that no one else knew of it
Young lady.," he exclaimed, “you mau
thank your stars, as I do, that you and
me have come together. Welll have
justice, and we'll have thar fortone
yet!”

© ITO BE CONTINUED NEXT SUXDAY.)

A Tough Proposition.
Prox= Jodge.

A man who was dining In a village
hotel guzed at the second course for &
moment. and then asked the walter,

"What s this leathery stuff™

“That in a Allet of sole, sir.,” replied the
walter

"Well, you may take !t away.,” sald
the diner., after attacking It with his
fork, “and see If you can't got me a
nlce, tender ploce of the wpper. with the
buttone removed.”

BLEEDING AND WHAT IT SIGNIFIES

Wontributed by the Medical Society, Do €.}

Hémorrhagea may be classified in two
divislons, concealed or Internal and thoss |
which are viwible. as when the hicod ‘Um0t to the pailent
can be seen by the patient
will refer to the latter and does not in-
clude homorthages due to wounds <|ri sive loss of blood With the ald of in-
| struments for careful stody and |aspec-

Many of the symptoms of disease are| tion of nearly every part of the body
masked and indefinite,
is always Important If not dan-
gerous, and & sign of a definite or pos|-
tively abmormal condition
to be understood as saying that
themselves dan-
gerous, for many persons who overiook
the trus meaning of the symptome
in fact. hemosthage Is a symplom oaly

but vinible hemar- |
| tlons, It !5 the rule to ascertan and t

the change in her face. Her lips were | This is per
parted, her eyes were suddenly lit with |

does not convince us that

|-nrhnl and seeks competent advice.

Many' of the aslight hemorrhages ars
readily cured and without paim or dis-

But we canoot too strongly insist that

our patienis should promptly Inform us
of sither unnatural. unusual, or exces-

und the ability to make biood examina-

know certalnly what a hemorThage

| meuns. Tiis Is particalarly true of can-
all | €er and the malignant disesses

Only by very rigid lnspection and ear!y
investigation of the malignant disssss
can they be cured by any means known

| at the present tUime. Hemorrhage at or
In the carly stages of many dltewses It/ near the middie period of life !np woamen
has been & common remark that the lows | 1# pérhaps the most serious, as It is the
of more or less blood by certain lm“-l""’“ misunderstood and neglected of
viduals s attended with great benefit.
haps true in certaln instances | scafoely to attrmct Attehtion of the pa-
or | tient mt fOrst, butl later on may becoms
possibly In the first stage of pasumonla
| or other pulmonary disenses But muiby the experienced physician. however,

of | and every case of the kind merita mast
hemorrhage should be allowed to rnn-iunml investigatlion, rather than fo
tinue or he repeated without its caume
belng Investigated,
common cause of alarm, and oftem of
unnecessnry anxiety, and ¥st we are
compellsd to my that however alarming,
an early or slight hemorrhage s often
of great value, because the patient sl ease v known

any other It may be so slight ans

profuse. It will not be lightly regunrded

walt for the pomsiible cure by remedies
which may be given guite by chance amd
without really knowing the causs of the
loas of bicod. Remadiss are of value
when given wisely, but should not bw
given until the true naturs of the Adis-
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QUEEN MARY'S $30,000 VEIL.

| Londem detier tn the Rocky Mounisin Newn
The well worn by Queen Mary at the
durbar cost $0000, was six months In
the making and required sixty women
to execute ita wonderful workmanaship.
If stretched on poles. it would make a
tent large enough to houss four soldiers

order her a new coronation traln, with
the undetstanding that she be allowed
to wear the same dress. The traln cer-
talnly made up for a new gown It was
an order given to the most aicilied lace
makers of Belfast. Sixty skilled needle-
workers labored more than six months
to make this magnificent plece of lace
The vell was designed by the best de-
signer In Beifast, and only the most
akilled were allowed o work on this
masterplece. The vell la about twelve
yards long and was a gift from the
wealthieat and highest borm women In
Ireland to thelr Queen. Nobody knows
exactly what the traln cost. but 6600
would be s fair estimate

The weil is u rose design, the sxquis-
itely fine roses belng surrcunded with
sariands of buds and leaves. The finest
part of the work was dome with the




